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His thoughts of her were not benevolent. He
knew her to be mendacious? timorous, and a mali-
cious friend. He had proof that she was given to
failing in love with actors of the lowest type., or, at
all eventSj that she made shift with them. He was
not certain that she did not deceive him3 not that
he had discovered anything suspect in the life which
she was leading, but because he was properly dis-
trustful of all women. He conjured up m his mind
all the evil that he knew of hers and persuaded
himself that she was a little jade9 andj being con-
scious that he loved hers he believed that he loved
her merely because of her extreme prettmess. This
reason seemed to him a sound one; but on analysing
it he perceived that it explained nothing; that he
loved the girl not because she was exceedingly
prettys but because she was pretty m a certain un-
common fashion of her own ; that he loved her for
that which was incomparable and rare in her; because,
in a word, she was a wonderful thing of art and
voluptuousness, a living gem of priceless value,
Thereupon3 realizing how weak he was, he wept,
mourning over his lost freedom, his captive mind,
his disordered soul, the devotion of his very flesh
and blood to a weak, perfidious little creature,

He had scorched Ms eyes by gazing at the coke
fire behind the bars of the grate. He closed them
in pain andj under his closed eyes, he saw negroes